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Firs Draught 


Author's Notes: 

So,this is my firs story here. Just to warn you, this is not another story of endless arguments, testosterone 
and kicking out poor Dave. My domain is fantasy so this is what | come up with. Not completely irrational, but 
leaves the field clear for you to interpret. Read, comment, fantasize, leave me some tips and slug me down for 
my English. Seriously, | want to know what | do wrong. 

PS. | added some space between paragraphs so that you can read it easily. Flashbacks are tightly centered, 
because of their abstracting character. And DO NOT BE SHY! Leave me one comment even if it\'s a short wig. 


"| swear, just don't torture me any more..!" 


| felt my lungs spewing the hot fume out with difficulty. As tough they were injecting venom into resistant 
flesh of the air around me. 


These eyes.. venom or ambrosia? | was lost deeply in them. | could feel | was drowning in alcoholic sweetness. 
You can't keep abstinence. | could say he was in my head, controlling me totally. Despite the feeling, he was 


there with me, in the world of living. 


No! | won't let him break me that easily. But unfortunately my body didn't collaborate. All these years | 
thought | could control myself. But this wouldn't work at the moment. He had me by the balls. 


‘I've no idea what are you talkin’ bout, bro" was his reply and | took a deep breath 


| trapped his words with my emergency attention net - | was worried they would just run away, fading slowly 


behind my own, 

"I do not understand" my voice became strangely calm "you told me to swear." 

My thoughts spun rapidly. 

He just grinned at me widely. 

James is always so inscrutable. That's odd. When | talk to him or when we just look at each other, something is 
different. Unlike with everybody else. Usually | come out of my body and observe everything standing aside. 
Thusly | take over a conversation letting the fire consume bodies. It doesn't bother me any more so that | can 
focus on a dim flame of conversationalist. Hardly ever it appears to be cool, settled fire of aggression, as my 
own. | surround him.. soothe.. take control. They can feel me, though they see only what's outside. Fear is like 
fodder. | pour oil into the pit of his soul, devour it whole and then jump in the fire and burn. | gobble anything 
that stands in my way. ‘Jump! | insist... 

"You have somethin’ to me, do ya?" he interrupted my reflections 


Still grinning. 


Suddenly he stood up and went towards the table behind us. Ah, that imagination! This was barely.. a plank 
attached to the wall. 


| was trying to work him out. But where to hitch a hook? | felt naked. Damn it! 
"Ginger" he looked to me and | smiled "why in the hell are you afraid of me?" 
"Am not!" 

| laughed nervously at his absurd statement. 

"Yes you are. Either you're afraid of something or you are enchanting me." 

| shook my head in negation. 


"So why do you reckon | torture you?" 


| said so? 


| sat there quietly for a few minutes, watching him pace there and back again throughout the .. hmm, room. 


Since his eyes weren't focused on me | could think the situation over. 


NNN NINN 


He has just offered me a stint. | accepted it. Then it turned out that he wanted something from me. What was 
that? Primarily it was about my little beast. She needed constant feeding, a bit of attention, some free space 
and a lot of patience. So it wasn't something they couldn't afford. Yet he demanded that responsibility for her 
prospective peccaailloes would land on my shoulders. | could take it. Not that | didn't do that all time long 
before I've met the guys. But in fact she'd never get into troubles. She was very wise little beast. | think she 
was even smarter than me.. Besides he wanted me to respect his best buddy's remarks - our great drummer. 
That our bassist is waiting for us in the town. He'd been looking after his terminally ill mom but she died, 
leaving the house to her son and now, despite his mourning, we will move in their, well, now his place. And 
warned me that he's being in a serious relationship and the girl is going to hang out with us really often | also 
got informed that if | ever try to hit on her I'll have a date with his fist. What was the most surprising point, 
he told me that she's the band's manager. | couldn't wait to meet her finally. 

And there was his second revelation 

| thought that was everything | needed to know. Believed that now we are just going to sit and drink jamming 
on our worn out coach, trying to start feeling each other's rhythm . Maybe some messing around and finally 
wrestling or a good fight. Regular pastime for usual mid-afternoon. 

| prepared my guitar, plugged it to the amp. | spread out on the couch making myself as comfy as it was 
possible for the piece of furniture. James, who apparently disappeared in search of beer, was now handing me 
steamy bottle of that reliable recipe for forgetting troubles and own name. | already took a generous slug 
from it but spite of | didn't look at him at the moment | couldn't miss his haunted expression. Out of the 
corner of my eye | could see him staring blankly at his own drink, a bit of odd guilt wandering over delicate 
features. Why delicate? Well, just nice looking.. Anyway, that's not the point. You know, | got suspicious. | 
remember touching his shoulder, then uncertainty he wore as he slowly turned his head in my direction | said 
his name and then paused seeing him opening his mouth. Need to admit he made me stare in awe at them as 
they lazily moved under the pressure of problematic words. Nevertheless, | was the one to fight the difficulty 
of speaking out loud, when his question badly hurt my self-confidence. 


"Will you be loyal to me?" was all he'd said 
Seeing my perplexed countenance, he was no longer insecure, shy guy. Lips cracked into relaxed, amused smile, 
limbs wrapped around one another while waiting for my reaction. He showed me his mercy by carrying on his 


monologue. 


"Y'know, partners in crime shouldn't betray each other. Something really bad could come out of this and happen 


to influence one's life." 


"But which one could it be?" | teased, finally finding my voice. "And by the way, what crime do you think of, 


huh?" 


My fingers tightened their grip on the boy's shoulder, nails slightly digging into it. 
Tension. Tension should be there, but it wasn't. Awkward silence settled over the room. But oddly enough, it 
was rather pleasant kind of persistence. It took us to the next level of understanding. 


But someone had to speak. 
"Yeah, you better not leave me to deal with your shit" 


Improbable boldness. 

| could feel the heat of anger growing in the pit of my stomach. My other hand grasped roughly fistful of 
blond hair and yanked them backwards so that | could see him properly, while beating the shit out of him. | 
was really fed up with that endless uncertainty and mysterious faces he's been giving me all along. | wanted to 
see emotions that | could deal with easily. Pain and rage were one of those primal signs. 


He tried to fight me off of him, but honestly he was out of his league. 
‘Let's see what you are up to, fucker!" | hissed and pushed him off the couch. 


He landed on the floor with a dull thump. Stood up quickly rubbing his ass, but | was there in a second 
grabbing him by the neck. Thrashing violently, he kicked me once and twice trying to reach my balls but | 
blocked him and then punched him so hard he let out a muffled squeak. This was so painful sound that | 
immediately felt guilty for what | just did. For even thinking of hurting him. But when he broke free from me 
and swiftly avoiding my offence hit my nose, | just saw red. 


"You shithead! What the fuck? My fuckin’ nose! You broke it!" | screamed in pain, holding him by his top with 


one hand and caressing my bleeding nose with another. 


"Fuck you, Mustaine! What the fuck do you think you are?! Beating me down in my own truck? | shoulda fuckin’ 
kick you out right away!" 


His hot breath hit my face. | shouldn't help and let out few sobs, feeling pain cursing through my face up to 
the skull. 


"You teaser! You fuckin misled me." | slowly calmed down, not being able to fight any more. 


Fuckin’ Hetfield. I'm gonna show him what happens when you mess with Dave Mustaine one day . 

Out of the blue his face changed completely. From angry snarl to hilarious grimace of holding back outburst of 
laughter. | stared at him with disbelieve, my facial expression changing into the same wince. 

Soon we were rolling on the ground laughing our asses of and holding desperately onto each other wanting this 
exhausting fit to stop, begging for mercy fuck knows who. | think this was the first time we were really in 
perfect harmony, understanding each other's feeling and wants absolutely. That was the moment, when 


everything in our twisted relationship was about to change. In such simple, easy state of mind you could find 


out who is really on the same wavelength as you. 


And when | looked into his eyes it seemed the most adventurous thing in the world. They were so unnaturally 
blue. For the others they must be tempting, but for me this was too much, so repulsive. Maybe that's why 
you can't figure him out. Because they are so cold, frozen even. That must be his soul like. Steady, simple, 
living just for living, no bullshit. He was the mage of souls. Whatever swims underneath that icy surface must 
be the most beautiful, pure being in the world 

We stood up smiling. Faces red and eyes wet from laughing. | sat on a chair, he did the same. | staring at him 
in awe and he looking at me expectantly but indulgently. Couldn't blame him for that. 


And here | am lost or maybe just rediscovered.. 


NNN NINN 


| moved my hand restlessly searching for my guitar and by then | reminded myself of my funny reaction. Why 
did | smile to him? 


After all those reflection and a sudden feeling | realized that - | was acting weird, not like me. What did he 
think about me? That | was a lunatic? That | was falling for him?.. 


Hell, no! | won't screw our blossoming friendship. What ever was happening to me | could tell was just a 
momentary distraction. | was so thrilled when our first conversation came to me. So many subjects had been 
driving us further into knowing each other better and better. So similar, yet not alike. As two pieces of mental 
puzzle. Yet | had to admit it was more like lethal mixture. | didn't know what dwells in him. And didn't want to 
know. Just wanted to have it. But off course, | won't Tell him. 

"You should make a vow either." 

"Huh?" 

"Swear that you won't betray me." 

He snorted mockingly. 

| hire you, Dave! | don't need to swear." 

"Just two words. Is it that hard?" 


"Don't you fuckin’ play with me." 


| rolled my eyes 


"You're chickening out" 

He sent me a deadly glare 

"That's it. You won't swear cause you are afraid that you won't keep your word." 
"Fuck you" was his ‘an-swear' 

He watched his boots, hands in mop of pale hair. 

"Okey, | swear. Happy?" 

Well, | didn't expect it so soon 

"As hell" | replied with fake boredom 

I'm back on the Earth. | relied on my body and.. | feel supremely comfortable. 
Overpowering want to jump into depths of soul standing in front of me. 

“They are petrifying’ | said 


James appeared to be shocked. Or maybe tensed. He leaned against the "table" with his palms. His eyeballs 


became wide and | unconsciously parted my lips, catching waves of hotness in my mouth. 


He hesitated. He opened his mouth and closed it again. Hid his face behind coils of long, straw-yellow hair, just 
to flick them back after a while. 


"Who is?" pure irony 

| started to giggle. It lasted a minute. 

Jamie stepped back, clearly puzzled. 

"Eyes, James" | spluttered "your freakin’ eyes are spine-chilling!" 
Poor child.. 

"Mine?" 

"Yeah, yours!" 


"You gotta be kiddin" he facepalmed "what a relief. | feared you were gonna kill me!" 


"You?! Feared?! No shit!" 

"You appear out of nowhere acting like some fuckin’ psycho and then you stick to us not wanting to let go. 
Thought you were high or wasted. Ginge" | smiled at the nickname "I rescued you from that bloody mosh pit, 
but mind you, you could be one of those troglodytes." 

"M'not." 

"| know... 

Then he sat turned sideways, lost in thoughts, shaking his head gently. 

| reached for my guitar. 

My beloved axe.. 

"Y'know" | said plonking harmonic solo "I'm always high. That is why | keep forgetting bout my body. Its hard to 
explain. | just think of what to do, which prey | can sink my teeth into. Not everyone is allowed to be genius, 
mage of his soul.. you know what | mean. You're the same. But | don't think you know, what it feels like to fan 
greedy flames around you..." 

"You serious?" 

| glanced at him questioningly. 

"| feel like I'm always on drugs too" he sat again so that he could watch my fingers' moves "perpetually in 
dreams, on and on working my ass off, everlastingly on the way, never having time to think if this is what | 
want, or not wanting to. Sometimes..." once again he hesitated "| wander if all of that makes any sense. | wanna 
change something, pass something to familiars, but.. | can't. Just like | wasn't here, but somewhere else looking 
for something...” 

"Or someone" | finished for him 

| do that really rarely. 

"Exactly... 

"And your girlfriend?" | provoked him 


"Don't start" he snapped at me 


Vicious sneer appeared on my face. Point! 


Moment of silence. Navy background of sluggish riffs. 

"Although... no. | don't know. | haven't thought about it" 

"Don't think Feel it" | ended my part with these words 

"You don't feel like thinking?" he looked into my eyes “don't stop, ok?" he pointed at my guitar 
| shook my head, but didn't stop playing 

"Me neither!" 


He vanished before | could say something. | became oddly edgy. Again. | didn't want him to go, nor any of my 


relatives. Now emotions moved on my axe. They were brushing air, expressing my disappointment. 
"Easy!" he shouted "I'm coming ma'am" footsteps "your companion gives up your every thought, Dave." 
"Well, that's my bitch." 


He stood there, leaning at the doorframe with two glass bottles. They were so cold, that condensed haze 


covered them whole. Droplets licked James’ fingers. They glistened when he raised ‘em. 
"| peeked into the fridge and see what | found!" he proudly pointed the cool glass 
"Give it to me" | reached to grab my drink and taking just a drain | put it on the floor. 


Seeing lapping liquid in them, memory of overwhelming glance of my companion came to me. That though was 


far more bitter than what was before and after inebriety. 


With every single step of his, my fingers got softer and | was worried if they tangle in between strings of My 
Lady. Hands collapsed hitting my body. 


Why did | react that way? There's no reason for me not to be allowed to talk to him, laugh with him, create 
or drink even. I'd been waiting my whole life to take a chance and join my familiars. Together live, enjoy, cry, 
fight. The only case for living is to find one another sometimes. But James.. that was wrong. From the very 
beginning, when his sweaty, twisted with panic face slid above my own. He saved my life. And still, it was like he 


took something from me. 
Like | was obliged to return the favor. 


Standing there, wanting to peek into my soul, he was so tempting.. fuck, it's not that! 
| want to give in. But it is not allowed. But you can have whatever you want. Not this. But why? 


Belial rules this world, but just like James figured - as though not ours one. Maybe | am meant to swim in 
deep waters - duel with snake from depths. Was it what Sachmet wanted when she brought me here along? 
As though a cat could lead me.. 


"So will we drink for our coalition?" 


James stared, exasperated. He had no idea of my mental battle. You have to decide - | told myself.. screamed 


silently. | could run yet 
"Dave?" he tried to look into my eyes, but | couldn't "Ginger. What's hunting you this time?" 
He was waiting. He was there in the water, and | was a coward 

"Say something already! Maybe." 


He was still talking to me, but | heard nothing. | stood right beside him. He gave me my hand so that | could 


swim with him. 

"not working. You wanna me to let you go?" 

Those were the last words | remember hearing completely sober. 

| am not here to chicken | removed my disguise. Layer after layer till it was only me visible. And | jumped. 
"The more the merrier. You don't wanna travel without your guitarist" my voice was funnily melodic 

He just nodded, grinning. 

"You lead." 

| can't remember who told that. 


And then sweet, hop-flavored ocean flooded me.. and the flame didn't go out. | could feel understanding feeling 


me up. Complement. 
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